Chapter LL: A Playtul 
Beginning 


A warm, midfall day befell the town of Hometown, where we lay our scene. People were 
heading to work (or being impeded by the local police force). A school lay in eyesight as the sun 
reached its peak. In this school, at a hallway to the left of the main entrance, was a classroom. 
In this classroom is our self-proclaimed “protagonist” of this story. 


Berdly was sitting at his desk, attentive and waiting for the next classroom announcement. In 
reality, he was the only one who WAS sitting attentively, besides his friend Noelle. Everyone 


else was staring into space, doing other things, or speaking. 


Just then, the teacher of the class, a dinosaur spoke up, or at least did her very best attempt of 
doing so. 


“Uh, hi, everyone...So, | have something important to say...” She raised her voice, but not by 
much, hardly stopping anyone from stopping what they were doing. 


“What would that be, Miss Alphys?” Noelle piped up, eager to hear more. 


“So, Mayor Holiday wanted the school to be more involved with the town...and Toriel suggested 
a play...presented by you guys.” 


The class got quiet. A play? Acting? Actually having to do something for school? They started to 
speak amongst themselves, and Berdly could hear little clips of their conversations. 


“...whatever, it’s not like I'll do anything for it...” 
“...Kris, you up for this? | guess...” 


“Tem LUV pleys!” 


And as the class quieted down over time, Noelle spoke again. “Miss Alphys, that’s a great idea! | 
guess we should hold a vote on who should be the dire-” 


Noelle couldn’t even spit the word “director” out before the class could find Berdly already 
standing on his desk, a finger pointed in the air as an overpowering wave of superiority could 


basically be felt in the air. 


“Fear not, my skeptic scholars! | will take this brutal blow of extra work, and make sure that this 
class succeeds in this show!” 


Silence came from the class, and a few audible groans could be heard from the back. 


Berdly was not phased. He’s had this reaction before from the class, but they just didn’t know 


how good he was at directing! Of course, he’s never really DIRECTED before, but surely that 
could be worked out in the coming weeks. 


As Berdly sat back down, Alphys spoke. “W-Well thank you Berdly, for volunteering. D-Does 
anyone else want to be the director?” 


Silence. A hand was peeking up behind Berdly’s head, but he stood up straight to cover it. 
“Well then, Berdly, you’re the director. Go ahead and pick a play and bring it to me tomorrow.” 


Berdly smiled smugly. “Never fear, Miss Alphys, | will pick only the most exquisite and humorous 
of plays!” 


When he finished speaking, Noelle leaned over, now in a whispered voice. 
“Berdly, are you sure you can do this? It’s a big project.” 


Berdly responded “ Of course | can Noelle. I’m ME. What could go wrong?” 


Chapter #: A Decision of 
the Century 


When the school day came to a close, and everyone had said their goodbyes to each other and 
tried to race out the classroom door, Berdly and Noelle left together for the library. 


“So do you know which play you’re gonna direct?” Noelle asked, a pace or two ahead of Berdly. 


“Ah, but that is what we are here for.” Berdly responded. “I don’t wanna do something overdone, 
nor too dull. What I’m thinking is a comedy.” 


They both entered the library, an empty space currently filled with rows and rows of books. 
Some history, some fiction. They moved to the section labeled “Playwrights”. Skipping the 
classics of Shakespeare and Sophocles, the pair of them moved to the comedy section, and 
Berdly began digging through them. 


“The Play That Goes Wrong by Henry Lewis...no. Blithe Spirit by Noel Coward...nah. 
Hmm...where’s the good ones?” 


He pulled one from the back, as Noelle made suggestions. “Noises Off perhaps? Or how about 
Rumors?” She stifled a slight laugh. “Sorry Berdly, | really only know the ones you keep ranting 
and raving about to me sometimes.” 


Berdly pulled out a dust-covered playwright. The cover read “Moon Over Buffalo” and on the 
bottom it read “Ken Ludwig". 


Berdly smiled. He remembered reading this one in his off-time helping around the library. He 
didn’t share this with most people, but he enjoyed plays. Really only Noelle knew about it. 


“This is the one.” He let out as he took it under his arm. 
“What is it?” Asked Noelle, her head tilting to see what Berdly carried under his blue wing. 


“Moon Over Buffalo. A farce, if you will. It's sure to send everyone rolling in their seats.” 


Chapter 34: Role Assignment 


“...| don’t get it.” 


This was the first thing that was said, a statement by Susie, after Berdly had gathered his 
classmates near the woods of Hometown and gave them a quick run-down of the play. 


Berdly sighed, facepalming. “How could you not get it? The jokes are laid right in front of you! 
The plot is obvious!” 


“Yeah, so? What I’M saying is, | don’t get why we have to do this.” Susie responded. 


Berdly pointed a finger at the group. “Because | can’t pull off a play by myself. Well, technically | 
could. But those are no fun.” 


Susie gave a small smirk. “Problem solved. You just do one yourself then.” 
Monster Kid took the moment to jump in. “Yo, Bur- Berdly. Do you, even, like, Know who’s who?” 


Berdly froze. He didn’t. How could he direct anything if he didn’t even know who would play 
what part? 


But he caught himself. “O-Of course | know which roles you’re getting! | wouldn’t have spent all 
of last night copying lines word by word onto sheets of paper!” 


Berdly had a huge stack of papers set next to a tree. He picked them out and gave them, 
practically at random, to everyone. One by one, as everyone got their roles, they read it to 


themselves as Berdly stood there, waiting for their reactions. 


One by one, reactions came in. 


“Eileen? But that’s boring.” 
“Paul as a character sucks, at least that’s how he sounds.” 
“Who iz Etell agin?” 


“Ethel.” Berdly blurred out a correction. 


Susie held up a stack of papers with the words “CHARLOTTE” 
“You think this is some kind of sick joke, Berdly? | have to play CHARLOTTE?” 


“You play what | gave you. I'm the director, after all, which was once again only the best choice 
made by Miss Alphys!” Berdly shot back quickly, but a little quietly. This was Susie he was 
talking too, and he would still like to direct with his face intact. 


Susie turned, but was stopped by Kris. Kris whispered something into her ear, and a little 
mini-argument between the two began. Susie facepalmed near the end, and relented. 


Susie, grumbling, said. “I have no idea why I’m doing this stupid play, let alone with you as 
director.” 


Kris had gotten George, the main part alongside Charlotte. Jockington received Howard, Noelle 
got Rosalind, Tem got Ethel, Catti was assigned to Eileen, and Monster Kid got Paul. Everyone 

else got an understudy part, and while it probably wasn’t the best idea to not use a play that had 
enough parts for everyone, Berdly felt it was already too late to change. His wrist was killing him 
anyway from copying down so much. 


Berdly, after everyone had received their parts, told his peers “Alright, | want you all to start 
studying these lines. Meet back here tomorrow after school.” 


Everyone said their goodbyes to each other, and went home together or alone. Berdly and 
Noelle left last, and as they left home together, they reached the corner where they both turned 
and left. They both paused this time to talk. 


Noelle spoke first. “Are you really sure about this, Berdly? Like, really sure? It seems like a lot of 
work for you already, and people don’t seem to agree with your choices. I- I’m all for it though!” 


Berdly nodded. With no one around, he didn’t put up an act of superiority. “I kinda wanted to do 
this for a while. I’m just hoping that everything will go according to plan.” 


Chapter 4: Lights!’ tamerat 
Practice! 


Nothing was going to plan. 


Berdly was sitting on a stump, going over the first scene for what felt like the 30th time that day. 
He wanted everything to be perfect. He NEEDED everything to be perfect. 


He raised his head, while everyone was still speaking their lines on stage. It was Kris and Susie 
on stage, doing the first scene together. 


“Cut. No no no! It’s not supposed to be like this!” Berdly exclaimed, annoyed at the others. He 
pointed at Susie. “You’re acting like you don’t even want to be here.” 


“That's the funny part. | don’t.” Susie shot back. 


Berdly groaned with annoyance. Then he turned to Kris, and tried to say something, but Kris 
was really the only one trying on stage, at least. 
“At least you’re semi-competent.” Was all Berdly said. 


He waved his hand in a circle motion. “That’s it for you two. | want to see the others, and I'll just 
see if they’ve got any natural talent.” 


What proceeded was a horrible mix of out-of-character speaking, terrible dialogue with one 
another, and an unknown incident with an egg. 


As the day grew late, Berdly dismissed the group and went home miserable. He was mumbling 
to himself. One prevalent thing he said was “Let’s just hope that it’s not like that tomorrow...” 


It was. More of the same happened the next day. Blundering through the play without really 
remembering. A lack of enthusiasm from most of the members. An insult from Susie each time 
Berdly tried to say her acting was terrible. 


Berdly grew frustrated each and every time he tried to teach the others something. He started to 
snap at others for messing up just slightly. Susie was the main perpetrator, and just kept doing it 
to get a rise out of him. One of these evenings of practice was a lot worse than the others, 
however... 


Chapter 3: Breaking Point 


It was another evening of getting nothing done. The scheduled date they were supposed to 
perform was 3 weeks from now. And the group still hasn’t gotten much farther than the first 
scene. 


Berdly sighed, yelling out “Cut!” 
It paused a scene between Noelle and Jockington. Both turned to Berdly. 


“What's, the problem, Berd-man?” 


Berdly scoffed. “Oh, nothing. Just that you’re playing the character entirely wrong. He’s not 
supposed to be cool, he’s supposed to be NERVOUS! And NERDY! Ugh!” 


Berdly was practically yelling at this point, and the others were looking. He shut himself up. “Do 
it again.” 


Noelle was at least trying, but Jockington was barely changing his voice. 

Berdly didn’t even call to cut there, he just buried his face in his hands. They continued, not 
noticing Berdly’s discontent with their performance. Susie, who was watching from near where 
Berdly was sitting, chuckled. “You’ve sure got this under control, bird-brain.” She poked fun. 
Berdly looked up. “I-I’ve got this under control! It’s just...a matter of time! A matter of time is all it 
is! A matter of time before...everyone gets good?” 

He wasn’t even sure of himself saying this. 

Susie laughed loud. It stopped the current scene and Noelle and Jockington started to watch. 


“You can’t even put on a play right! Just give up, bird-brain. Let everyone go home.” 


Berdly got up. He had handled the insults and the poor acting by everyone. He could handle it 
no longer. 


“At least I’m actually trying to put something on!” He yelled back, as the others started looking at 
the two. 


Susie was taken aback for a moment, before dropping her surprise and reaching out her fists to 
strangle Berdly, but Kris’ hands stopped her. Berdly was too angry to notice, now taking his 


anger out on the crowd gathering. 


“In fact, NONE of you are trying! I’m the only one who has! Me, the only one with actual skill 
here!” 


Berdly moved away, grabbing the scripts that the others had left on the ground. “She’s right 
though. Just go home. The play isn’t happening.” 


With that, Berdly left in silence. 
No one said a word. Berdly never exploded like that before. 


Suddenly, Kris approached Noelle. They whispered something into her ear, and she nodded and 
left. 


Chapter 6: Reawakening 


Berdly was alone in the graveyard. It was the first place that was relatively quiet. He was sitting 
on the bench with the scripts he gathered. He was still a little mad at the previous interaction, 
but his feelings were also mixed, because he was in grief over losing his chance to do a play. A 
real play. And it was gone. Gone. Gone with the wind...God, that was such a good line. He 
heard someone walking up to him. It was Noelle. His friend. Best friend? No one else really was 
his friend anyway. 

He didn’t greet her. She sat down next to the scripts. “Hey Berdly.” 

“...Hi, Noelle. What are you here for? To confirm it? The play’s dead in the water?” 

“N-No! | came here mostly to check on you...you kind of exploded back there. You alright?” 
What could he say? His one school dream was gone? His hopes and dreams were crushed? 
“...['m fine. Just frustrated.” 


“Alright, if you say so. Are you really sure about the play?” Noelle asked. 


“What else am | going to do? The rest of the team is incompetent, and they keep making 
mistakes, and-” 


He was cut off by Noelle. “Berdly, don’t people learn from their mistakes?” 

Berdly defended his argument. “But we have such a limited time! | needed this to be perfect.” 
He stopped. His one chance... 

“Berdly. Nothing can be perfect. But we can try our best.” Noelle looked at him. 


He was silent, contemplating this. 


“Listen, Kris asked if they could switch over to being director. You know you blocked their hand a 
couple weeks ago.” 


“What? Give up being director to KRIS?” He nearly gave out a scoff, but he thought about it. 
Kris was really the only one who was semi-competent. No, not just semi-competent. Actually, 


they seemed like they had done this before. But he couldn’t remember Kris ever being in a 
play...whatever. They were running out of time. 


“Alright. I'll forgo my role to Kris.” 


The next day, the group was called to the forest, even after Berdly told them he was canceling it. 
They still showed up, surprisingly. Even Susie. Berdly did feel kind of awkward standing around 
the group he had shouted at yesterday, but he announced to them “I’m...resigning as your 
director. Kris will be taking over.” 


Berdly had once again brought the handwritten scripts. He handed them over to Kris. 


Silently, Kris handed out roles to everyone. Susie got George. She didn’t understand why, but 
she said “Least | don’t have to play Miss Prim and Proper.” 

Noelle got Charlotte. She blushed, looked at Susie, and looked away. 

Jockington got Richard. “Oh, yeah!” 

Catti got Ethel. Even she smirked. “...Sarcasm on stage. | like it.” 

Tem got Rosalind. “Oh boi! Dis character kewl!” 

Monster Kid got Paul. “Big roles! Big roles!” 

The Egg got Eileen. Somehow. You could’ve felt a happy aura radiate from it. 

And finally, a last script came to Berdly. He was expecting to be Understudy for George. He 
knew this script by heart...and when he looked down and saw he was assigned Howard, he 
nearly recoiled. 


“Howard? | have to play Howard? He sucks though! He’s-” 
He reminded himself of the three week deadline. “Howard is an acceptable role...” 


Kris nodded and shouted out “Alright then. Let’s start from Act One...” 


Chapter FY: Finale 


A crowd was gathered in the street in front of the Town Hall, facing the forest that lay next to it. 
Berdly and his classmates were beginning the show. He could hear the voices of Susie, Noelle, 
and Tem on “stage” right now. Really, more like a patch of grass. The night skies’ stars shined 
down on Berdly as he adjusted the oversized bowtie that went with his character’s suit. He 
looked ridiculous. 


“You got this. You’ve been wanting this your entire life.” 
Noelle snuck up behind him, giving him a jump. “Hey, you're almost gonna be out there.” 


“Thanks for reminding me. And also about all that stuff about me directing...” He tried to give an 
apology and a claim of thankfulness at the same time, but it was awkward. 


“Berdly. It’s fine. We're all monsters, after all. | guess | stole that saying. Oh! You’re up!” 


Berdly composed himself, and went through the “doorway” they made of two trees and their 
overlapping branches, as he delivered his opening line. 


“...Rosalind?” 

About an hour and a half later, bows were taken and the classmates had gathered “backstage”. 
The night? A rounding success. A bunch of flowers were thrown on Kris’ head, and they didn’t 
even move. Memories? Made. Berdly accidentally tripped during the running scene, but it only 
made it easier. Susie fell asleep on stage and Kris had to snap offstage to wake her up. Luckily 


she was hidden behind a tree. 


Berdly managed to meet up with Kris before he left for home. “Hey. You...did really well as 
director.” 


Kris gave a small, but curt “Thank you.” and turned to go home. 


Berdly smiled. And as he went home for the end of the night, he couldn’t stop thinking about the 
play. His play- no, their play. The entire classes’ play. 


It was certainly a night to remember. 


